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THE NEW METAMORA. 
“You have (not) sent forme, but Ihave come! If you do not want me, I will (not) return to 
my wigwam.” 
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ALAS! FOR HARMONY. 


Ip there is one thing more wanted than 
that thing 
They all want 


another in politics just now, 
would seem to be harmony. 


it, and want it badly; not a mere temporary 


burying of the hatchet under a few inches | 


of loose sand, but a final sinking of it ina 


six-foot grave. They want a complete, an 


all-pervading harmony. 


want it—they have said so—and their organs 
have shrieked for it; and now the Demo- 


cracy is beginning to discover t':at they 


would be the better for a little harmony | 


themselves. But will they get it? 
we progressed far enough towards the mil- 
lenium to have any right to look for such an 
astounding spectacle as would be presented 
by a lot of Democrats thoroughly harmoni- 
in accord ? 


ous and Searcely; and the split 


in the party seems to be such an old one—so 


Have | 


far as the State of New York is concerned— | 


as to be practically past healing. 
old story of the County Democracy and 
Tammany Hall. The County wishes to ig- 
nore the City, and John Kelly persistently 
refuses to be ignored. Past experience has 
proved him to be a very difficult man to ig- 
nore. In fact, he won’t be 
sooner than submit to be sat upon he will 
run a little party all by himself; very likely 
he prefers the excitement of such a course, 
and he 
to adopt it. But the gentlemen with hay- 
seed in their hair, though very loud for har- 


| er’s language. 


It is the | 


ignored, and | 
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appears to have accepted Mr. Roosevelt’s re- 


solution as a defiance to mortal combat. Mr. 
Grady, speaking for Kelly and Tammany 


Hall, remarked that the Tammany braves do | 


not recognize the authority of the County 
Democracy to call them together for any 
purpose. He also remarked, with a 
ating aptness of allegory, that it was a case 
where the spider wanted the fly to walk 
into its parlor, and it would then be satis- 


fied, because the fly would never come 
out. Alas, for harmony, when it must bor- 
row its similes from such inharmonious 


specimens of entomology as a spider and a 
fly. 
Where will it end? Some one says in Buf- 


fascin- | 


falo; but after all that may be only the be- | 


Is there to be another 
split in the ranks of the Democracy? It 
looks like it. Alas, and alas for harmony— 
that most deceptive will-o’-the-wisp of poli- 


ginning of the end. 


| tical marshes! 


The Republicans | 


THE DEMOCRATIC BABEL. 


Mr. Dana, of the Sun, is very fond of 
reiterating the words ‘‘ The Republican Par- 
ty Must Go:” in fact, so familiar have they 
become that most people shrug their shoul- 
ders at them, and arch their eyebrows and 
even protrude their tongues, treating Mr. 
Dana’s favorite utterance much as they were 
accustomed to treat the words *‘ hardly ever” 
in the days of the Pinafore craze. Yet, with 
all this, no one seems to tell us where the Re- 
publican party must go to. 
say to the 


Mr. Dana might 
, well, to the lower regions. 
Our Washington correspondent suggests that 





| they must go fishing, and the facts seem to 


bear our correspondent out. At any rate, as 
Mr. Dana says the Republican party must 


go, he is considerate enough to supply vari- 


POOR HOADLY. 





Poor Hoapv Ly is out of the race. He 
knows it and feels it. He may not deserve 
his fate—doubtless he thinks he has been very 
hardly used; but what is there to. be done 
about it? Politics are peculiar things, any- 
how. They embrace so many strange and 
conflicting elements that we cannot wonder 
that so many truly estimable men get badly 
** left” in the exciting and hazardous pur- 
suit. Political men must be generous when 
the political pot is boiling—no one disputes 
that. That elections cost money is an indis- 
putable fact. Yet generosity must be tem- 
pered with discretion; the open pocket must 
be covered with a flap through which the Ar- 
gus eyes of the press cannot penetrate, or 
both money and election will be lost, and the 
enterprising candidate will find himself in a 
worse position than ever. In politics, even 
more than in charity, must the Scriptural 


_ adage be observed, ‘* Let not thy right hand 





| other, day. 


know what thv left hand doeth.” Ah, well! 
Perhaps poor Hoadly will be wiser the next 
time. 


HUNTER’S POINT. 


THERE was a big fire at Hunter’s Point the 
That was all very well so far as 
it went, but it did not go quite far enough. 
Some of the 
sumed, and some of the money that has 
been made out of the detriment of the lungs 
of long-suffering New Yorkers has been lost; 
but we want some more. Not a fire; a fire is 
not, apparently, a sufficiently purifying 
agent. We want an earthquake, or some- 
thing as effectual and embracing. Ischia 
set a good example to Hunter’s Point. Is- 


malodorous works were con- 


| chia went under in a very few minutes, and 


ous and sundry people to take their place— | 


prominent among whom is Mr. Tilden. Now, 
a party which has governed a country with 


more or less success for twenty years or there- | 


about does not step down and out at any one | 
man’s dictum—not even at the dictum of so | 


great aman as Mr. Dana. It is apt to make 
a fight for it, and in the present case it will 
very probably do so. So the first thing we 
should advise Mr. Dana to do—even before 
he reiterates his favorite battle-cry—is to en- 
deavor to weld his own party into a homo- 
geneous mass; to get a little discipline into 
the Democratic ranks, and to advise his fol- 
lowers to get possession of the spoils before 
they begin to fight for them. 





According to 


| Scriptural history, the Tower of Babel failed 


‘as shown that he is perfectly ready | 


mony, appear to prefer harmony with Kelly 


left out. 
secure it. 


They will have some trouble to 

Certainly, they have gained a 
point so far; the primaries are to be called 
under the auspices of the County Democracy; 
but that is only a victory, and a_ political 
victory is just as far removed as is a defeat 


from a political peace. 


In fact, Tammany 





in lifting its builders above their troub! 2s, be- 
cause they could not understand one «noth- 


dictionary of Democratic phrases, and explain 


Will Brother Dana furnish a | 


to us, among other obscure intimations, what | 


is the exact meaning of his favorite collocation | 


of words, ‘‘The Republican Party Must 


+. 996 
Go r 


Cicero said “‘ There is an eloquence in 
silence.” Few women are eloquent. 


all its buildings vanished. Does not that 
make Hunter’s Point Fancy all 


the bone factories, and oil-tanks, and pesti- 


emulous? 


ferous-breeding appliances which lie across 
the river sinking calmly and placidly down 
earth, and then the 
and shutting them from 


our eyes and noses forever. 


into the abysses of 
earth closing up 
"Tis a consum- 
mation devoutly to be wished. 

But in the absence of all probability of an 
earthquake or similar dispensation, which 
(if it confined itself to Hunter’s Point) New 
York and Brooklyn would strive to bear 
with Christian resignation, is there no way 
that such nuisances can be abated by due 
With the mellifluous stench 
thence emanating we are already all too fam- 


process of law? 


iliar, but the recent fire discovers new pos- 
sibilities of peril. As the New York Herald 
remarked, in commenting upon the conflag- 
ration, such an occurrence is calculated to 
remind the public that the oil-works there 
are a danger as well as a nuisance. It was 
only the very prompt and energetic work on 
the part of the Fire Department, combined 
with the fortunately favorable direction 
of the wind, which kept the flames from 
the great storage tanks. But the rapidity 
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with which they caught among the neigh- 
boring shipping, and the 
aneous firing of the 

sheds, shew what might have occurred. Un- 


almost instant- 


extensive water- 


less something is done to remove 
works to some more distant and suitable lo- 
cality, there will yet bea fire at the oil- 
docks, which, from the drifting of some burn- 
ing vessel, will spread the fire to the exten- 
sive shipping of New York and Brooklyn. 


From Virginia comes the harrowing re- 
port of another secession movement. Gen. 
W. ©. Wickham, a sometime Republican, of 
more or less political fame, who has been re- 
pudiated by the Mahonites and his former 
political associates, now comes to the front 
as a belligerent, reconstructed Democrat, 


ready to become a martyr to the cause, and | 
give up his life’s blood for the good of his | 


country—and a State Senatorship. Theold, 
old story. 


Merci Bien! 


THE JUDGE is becoming the great illum.- 
nated paper of the country. Its illustrations 
are superb, and the humor contained within 
its sixteen pages would stir up the most 
chronic hypochondriac.— Prov. Lndicator. 





Oh, Oscar! 


"Twasa “ Vera” Wilde affair— 
Of the truth of this I'll swear— 
But he doesn’t turn his toes in 

As does Samuel of Posen, 

Nor wus he ‘‘ with pride inflated,” 
As a journalist has stated: 

This I know, for I was there, 

At the play in Union Square. 


O, it was ‘‘a little thing” 

Of true Nihilistie ring— 

Thoughts sublime by him created— 
All so nicely calculated 

To embalm his name in glory, 

As the players tell the story, 

With appurtenances rare, 

On the stage in Union Square. 


But, alas! what heart is equal 

To the unexpected sequel ? 

Sentiments of author proud, 

Laughed at, sneered at by the crowd— 
Who but he could stand the trying, 
Fearful ordeal of guying ? ‘ 
Gentle Oscar, ‘“‘ meek and mild,” 
Raised his ‘‘ bang” and sweetly smiled! 


DIODORA. 


A CURRENT item’ says that 
artificial fruit dryers is becoming general 
throughout Tennessee.” What anybody 
wants with artificial fruit is more than we 
can understand, when natural fruit is 30 
plentiful. 


In New Haven the ladies are clamoring 
for the position of street inspectors. They 
should, however, remember that this is a 
prerogative of the club dudes on wet days. 

A RELIGIOUS paper inquires ‘‘ What are 
deacons for?’ The religious sheet should 
not be too inquisitive. 


‘ SHERRY cobbler will never mend your 
old shoes. 


those 














** the use of 














(Vide ** Unele Tom’s Cabin.’’) 





About Barmaids. 


si 
| ** Expert bartenders are searce in London. 
| Barmaids abound, and their duties are very 
simple. They have only to turn the spigot 
of the vessel holding the beer or spirits, fill 
the measure, and deposit its contents in a 
glass, after which they pass along a decanter 
of water, from which the customer may help 
himself. They make no mixed drinks ex- 
cepting the ‘* lemon squash.” When a bar- 
maid is asked if she can mix agin cocktail, a 
whisky punch or a sherry cobbler? she stands 
amazed, with gaping mouth, looking as if she 
were trying to satisfy herself whether the 
questioner is mad, Toask her for a ** gin 
fizz * would only set her laughing.” 


The above paragraph, which we clip from 
an exchange, may be true as far as it goes, 
but it by no means embraces the whole duty 
of the barmaid. The turning of the spigot 
is a very unimportant part compared to the 
turning of the conversation. Passing along 
the decanter of water might be dispensed 
| with, but not the passing of an opinion on 
the current topics of the day. The barmaid 
ought to be pretty; must be well dressed ; 
| must know how to receive dubious compli- 
ments, and be a mistress of repartee. She 
must be ready for a little mild flirtation, and 
| be able to dispense it as easily as a little mild 
ale—yet, withal, she must be, and to do her 
justice she generally is, ladylike up to a cer- 
tain point, and good-humored beyond the 
generally recognized capacity of woman. 
And one good effect is very noticeable as re- 
sulting from her presence in the bar. Men 
drink—even when they pass the limits of so- 
briety—like gentlemen. You rarely hear 
much profanity—never any obscenity—in an 
English bar-room within earshot of the Eng- 
| lish barmaid. She may or may not be a good 
girl—very often she is; but always her pres- 
ence has a certain refining and tempering ef- 








THe Monopory Stwon Legree—Hoh! you She-Devil ! 


THE END OF THE TELEGRAPH STRIKE. 


Youve come back, have you ? 


fect upon her customers. And as regards 


the ** mixed drinks *—what do they amount 
to? Nobody wants any ‘sugar in his” 


when a pretty girl fills his glass and smiles in 
his eves when he is drinking the contents. 
YounG DAWKINS, making his accustomed 
diurnal call on Matilda, remarks: *‘ Oh, by- 
the-way, have you heard about the new doc- 
tor that’s just come to town? He’s a most 
remarkable man—a mesmerist or something 
of that kind. He cures just by laying on his 
hands. If you’ve got a bad tooth, he just 
puts his finger on it, and it drops right out.” 
‘** Ho! that ain’t nothin’,” eagerly inter- 
rupts little Mary, who ought to have been 
put to bed an hour ago, but was still permit- 
ted to infest the parlor, ‘* That ain’t nothin’ 
‘tall. Sister Tildy, she puts her fingers on 
her tooths, and they all of ’em drops right 
out! I sees her do it every night.” 
Uneasiness all around. 


A GENTLEMAN from the water, 
whose most conspicuous feature is the fine 
development of his lower face, and whose 
present occupation is traveling among us, to 
observe our institutions, on foot, tripped 
gracefully up a flight of marble stepa, and 
coyly remarked to the maid who came to the 
door, ‘‘ If ye plase, mum, could ye giv me a 
bit o’ bread? I’ve not had a mouthful for 
narely a wake.” 

‘*A mouthful, is it, ye’re afther?” suavely 
replied the maid; ‘‘ And where do yez ex- 
pict to foind enuff to fill that mouth, begor- 
ra?” 

The foreign gentleman retired to meditate. 


across 


KIND words are among earth’s brightest 
flowers: they convert the humblest abode into 
a paradise—therefore use them especially and 
freely around the fireside-circle where the 
children cluster when the day is done. 
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STANZAS, 














TO AN IMAGINARY BEAUTY. 



































HOULD I write to dispraise thee, my too 
truthful verse 
Would halt with the lie on its lips unexpres’d; 
Should I write with more candor the case 
would be worse, 
For my muse cannot know what my eyes have 
expressed 






































Shall I move thee with tears and implore thee 
with sighs? 

Shall I gather the elements into thy praise? 

Declaring heaven's blue to be shamed by thine 
eyes, 

And thy cheeks to excel sunset’s rosiest rays? 



































Shall I say that the sunshine seeks shelter in 


mist 

When dazzled and dimmed by the gold of thy 
hair? 

Shall I say the red rose that thy soft lips have 
kissed, 

Turns pale at their touch with an envious de 
spair’? 









































Shall I ask if old ocean hides jewels below 

More bright than the pearls that thy light 
laughter shows’ 

Shall I seek for a charm in the new-fallen 
snow 

That thy bosom doth not far more fairly dis 
close’? 


























































































































































































































































































































‘Tis needless—for nothing can equal thy charms; 
"Tis false, for such words bring thee into compare ; 
Tis hopeless, unless I may fly to thy arms, 

And note every grace that will circle me there. 


I know not the peach bloom that shadows thy cheek; 
I know not the cherry-like sweets of thy lip 

Can a bee find a flower he dares not to seek’ 

Can he taste of a nectar, forbidden to sip? 


The Bet Wasn’t Decided. 

THEY were a couple of rather dilapidated 
admirers of the ‘* national game,” but they 
assumed the airs of railroad magnates as 
they squared themselves before the bar. 
They both called for whiskey, and did not 
take it home pathically. The drinks hav- 
ing been surrounded, they leisurely turned 
to depart. 

** Here, you old bums, come back here an’ 
pay for them drinks,” yelled the bartender. 

‘*Bums? bums?” echoed the two men, 
** we’re no bums, sir; you don’t understand 
the situation.” 

‘<1 understand the situation to the amount 
of twenty cents, and if yer don’t come down 
with ther cash, I’ll understand the situation 
with the bungstarter, yer miserable old 
blokes.” 

‘** But, my friend,” said one of the imbib- 
ers, “‘ there’s a mistake on your part; there’s 
a bet connected with them drinks.” 

‘* Yes, a bet,” chimed in the other man. 

** Bet be dashed,” vociferated the bartend- 
er, ‘‘ horse out them twenty cents, or I'll 
bust yer heads,” and he brandished the bung- 
starter. 

‘* But, my friend,” continued the man 
who had ordered the drinks, ‘‘ you see we 
are in a peculiar situation as regards who 
shall pay for ther drinks. My friend here 
has just bet me ther drinks that ther ‘* Mets” 
can ‘‘shut out” ther Clevelands; but yer 
see there ain’t no game arranged yet, and 
though ther bets made, there’s no way 0’ de- 
cidin’ it, and therefore you see we can’t tell 
who the drinks is on—me or my partner.” 


Shall I liken thy grace to the swift swallow’s 


wing 
Thy mien to bright cloudlets forgetful of 
: showers, 
Thy voice to the murmuring breeze of the 
spring, 


Low w hispering love to the amorous flowers? 
Was loveliness made but to gle nu the eve? 

Is thy lip only thine to be yr .ahed into scorn? 
Must the fairest fruit hat’é the most hopelessly high? 
Must the rose be eternally fenced with a thorn? 

Be kind and complaisant; or churlish, and keep 
Those beauties of thine till they drop, over ripe— 
Extravagant compliments always are cheap 

And born, as were these, from three beers and a pipe. 


G, H, JESSOP 


** Yes, yer see we can’t tell who has lost,” 
put in No. 2. 

The bartender seratehed his head medita- 
tively. ** That’s a very peculiar situation, I'll 
allow,” he answered; ‘* very peculiar. | 
don’t exactly know which one of yer to 
trouble for the twenty cents; blamed if I 
do.” 

The two men began to edge for the door, 
thinking they had the dead wood on the bar- 
tender, when the latter yelled out, ‘ Waltz 
up here, both of yer, and ante a dime a- 
piece. I’m the acting stakeholder, an’ I de- 
clare all bets off! Trot out yer dimes then; 
quick!” 

And they trotted them out. 


MAINE ice-dealers only get about seventy 
cents a ton, as the highest price. As the 
ice retails in the city at about thirty cents a 
hundred pounds, and the consumers gener- 
ally get about half the amount they pay for, 
it looks as though some one made a reason- 
ably fair profit out of the business. 


A FL Loripa turtle will lay 150 eggs in a 
day, without making a bit of noise. This 
shows that the cackling of a hen over one 
egg is without eggscuse, aud that the one 
who makes the most noise generally does the 
least eggsecution. 


PosiTIVE, two beers; compurative, ‘‘p.f;” 
superlative, ** paralyzed.” 


A ** GREAT American head” is no indica- 
tion of unusual knowledge. 








Alonzo Busbee: His Life and Im- 


pressions. 


BY WILLIAM GILL. 


CHAP, II. 


‘‘“Su me! What perils do environ 
The man who meddles with cold iron.” 
—Joseph Coburn. 

As I endeavored to show in my last chap- 
ter, Bill, the cracksman, was not beautiful, 
but he was good—to me; and he was as brave 
as he was good. He feared nothing in this 
wide, wide world—yes, one thing—his wife! 

That’s nothing. 

"Tis known lots of others are afraid of the 
same thing—not Bill’s wife, but their own. 
And in every case that came under my no- 
tice, the wife that was feared was a little wo- 
man. 

Paraphrasing old Mr. Weller’s advice to his 
son Samivel, I should say to mine, if he ex- 
hibited matrimonial intentions, ‘‘ Beware of 
the little "uns, Sammy; beware of the little 
"uns!” 

Little women contain more concentrated 
deviltry to the square inch than could be 
boasted of by three giantesses rolled into one. 
Why this should be-so | am unable to say. I 
merely record a fact I have gleaned from a 
wide experience. 

The big steamers plow steadily along thro’ 
the ocean of life but little disturbed by the 
chopping seas on which the small craft bob 
and duck and dive, and flop and splutter and 
splash, and strain their timbers, and start 
their bolts, and all the while the seas keep 
on chopping, and chopping, and chopping! 

It’s just the same with men. 

Show me a married couple— great big 
hulking husband, and a little tot of a wo- 
man who barely reaches to the third button 
of his vest, and I’ll wager five to one that she 
does all the bossing in that establishment. 
Jn her little hand, for which she can rarely 
get gloves small enough, reposes the sceptre 
of that matrimonial kingdom; she is the 
queen bee who sends out that massive laborer 
of hers to gather the honey, which she takes 
charge of, and regulates and disburses to the 
colony over which she rules supreme. “Tis 
she who examines the children in their stud- 
ies; “tis at her frown that little Jimmy trem- 
bles when the piercing eye of mamma discov- 
ers the rent that his wicked day’s doings 
have brought to the immaculate pair of pants 
that in the morning clothed his little nether 
limbs with unbroken texture; ‘tis her hand 
that scars the tender flesh of helpless boy- 
hood, and causes those howls of anguish to 
perforate sweet evening’s placid hours, and 
although each spank indents itself into the 
big soft heart of gigantic papa, he dare not 
—the cowardly Colossus—raise voice or lift 
up finger to avert the smack. Yet, given 
science, that man would stand up in a six- 
foot ring with the Maori Slade or champion 
Sullivan, and, though knocked out, his pluck 
would not be questioned. 

Reverse the picture. Large, well-formed, 
broad-chested wife, carrying her five-feet- 
nine-inches of solid womanhood with the re- 
gal bearing of a queen. Husband, a mere 
hop-o’-my thumb; even with the extraneous 
uid of false heels not reaching above the mark 
of five feet three-and-a-half inches; narrow- 
breasted and weak-kneed, with nothing large 
about him but his moustache, his feet and his 
self-conceit; but, sir, you shall see that mag- 
nificent specimen of fully-developed, pcos. § 
majestic womanhood kneel down in abject 
adoration before that shrinkage of male hu- 
manity; you shall see her bow before his im- 

| perious will—and when that cheeky little 
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THIS STRIKE, my friends, must be suppressed; 
The muscle man must take a rest; 
Some newer freaks must be impressed, 
We'll lose.our portion. 
We'll have to do the best we can: 
Call Smithers here, the Bearded Man, 
Show Sambo as a black-and-tan— 
We're freaks—of fortune. 


bantam rooster climbs to the extreme point 
of his bump of self-esteem and crows, that 
fifteen-pound Brahma hen will ruffle her voi- 
uminous feathers and cluck out, ‘* That’s m 

bantam, that is! How does that cock-a-doo 

dle-do strike you, sisters? Ain't that the 
most wonderful crow that ever was crowed ?” 
And that ordinary midget will rule the roost, 
and you may be sure that he wil! always get 
the dainties at the table; and tne children, 
who would think nothing of interrupting soft 
old mamma, in whatever task engaged, with 
some childish request, the moment they hear 
the creak of the Liliention tyrant’s shoe, will 
be on their best behavior right away, and, 
fol}owing the example of stately mamma, bow 
down their little necks for Tom-Thumb papa 
to plant his hoof on. 


And so it was with big, burly Bill, and , 


little Red Poll his wife. Hers the mind that 
formed the Sullets—his the hand that fired 
them. All of Bill’s most brilliant achieve- 
ments in the burglary line were due to his 
devoted wife’s inventive genius, clever gener- 
alship and untiring zeal. I have known that 


wonderful little woman to plan a raid upon | 


a rich man’s dwelling, and then, by ways 
and means that a Pinkerton detective would 
be proud to own, discover everything pertain- 
ing to the dwellers. By skillful questioning 
of the servants employed there, sometimes 
disguised as a charwoman, sometimes as a 
peddler of laces, fortune-teller or Italian or- 
gan-grinder, she would find out the number 


of the residents, their habits, their comings | 


and their goings, the number of rooms in the 


mansion, their locality and use; and then she | 


would sit down and draft out a map of the 
entire premises, locate the gold and _ silver 
ware, madame’s jewel casket and monsieur’s 


gold watch, diamond studs and loose cash; | 


Master Dude’s silver-headed cane, and Miss 
Dude’s jewel-clasped garters; and when all 
was fixed she would describe all the forego- 
ing to her husband and say, ‘‘ Bill, go it!” 
And Bill and his pal, Hoodlum Jack, would 
break into the doomed mansion in the most 
approved modern 
thanks to Red Poll, generally succeed in their 
mission without any resort to gags or snap- 
pers (pistols), the use of which all well-bred 


and thoroughiy-educated burglars condemn 


except when self-preservation calls for their 
use, 

Whenever Bill made a failure of a job, it 
was when he took matters into his own hands 
and ignored the counsels of the best wife a 
cracksman was ever blessed with. It was 
rarely he did so, for the life the partner of his 





burglarious style, and, , 





THE 








STRIKE OF THE FREAKS. 


My FRIENDs, we're Nature’s wildest freaks, 
Escaped through Nature’s cauldron’s leaks, 
Yet here we've worked for weeks and week 


For barest pittance 


High time, good freaks, we should rebel; 
Cur managers may go to —— well, 
Vie'll hire a hall and ring a bell, 


And charge admittance. 





joys and sorrows led him, for months after, 
was so dog-like, that (to use his own words), 
‘**A man ‘d be better off with stretches (five 
Years in State’s prison) than have Red Poll 
sleiging him fora month.” He made the 
nistuke of doing his own engineering once 

0 often, as the occurrence I am about to re- 
la e will prove—an occurrence which relega- 
ted Bill to a permancnt abode under the dai- 
sies, and completely changed my own course 
of life. 

One memorable evening—lI shall never for- 
get it—Bill e."ed meto him and said: **Son, 
Jack (Hoodlum ‘k, to whom I alluded in 


, a former chapter) ana .ve’s got a good job on 


to-night, and if you'll lend a hand you shall 
have a share of the swag.” Heavens! I; mis- 
erable little gutter-snipe, admitted into part- 
nership with Bill, the cracksman, and Hood- 
lum Jack, the two great shining lights of the 
burgling profession! It was an honor that 
long and patient years of toil, and hard, hon- 
est endeavor, and _ persistent application 
might bestow upon me; but to be thus sin- 
gled out. on the very threshold of my career 
of thieving, for preferment—it was too much 
for my weak nerves. I merely looked at him 
open-mouthed, and gasped! Gasped with 
wonder. Bill did not condescend to enter 
in o details; but directing me to meet him at 
a certain spot at one o'clock the following 
morning, left me to make some necessary 
preparstions. I, at this time, slept in Bill’s 
heuse—my father being detaine’, on busi- 
news, on the Island; my mother i i the hospi- 
tal vith a broken collar-bone (the effect of a 
correction bestowed upon her by her husband 
on account of her sitting up for him one 
night when political business kept him at 
his club), and a fractured skull—the effect 
of another correction bestowed upon her by 
the partner of her joys on account of her not 
sitting up for him when the debating society 
monopolized his services until four o'clock in 
the morning; and my sweet sister Sally and 
little brother Tommy in the Refuge. From 
the time Bill told me of my proposed eleva- 
tiop until the hour appointed for meeting, I 
was in such a fever of amazement, delight 
and partial incredulity that 1 had thoughts 
for nothing but the coming great event of 
my life; and, consequently, many a decent 
linen and gorgeous silk handkerchief, that, 
had I been in my normal state of watchful 
earnestness, would have next day swelled the 
stock in Red Poll’s bureau drawer, for a lite 
tle while longer reposed in their lawful own- 
ers’ pockets. I neglected to shy rocks at the 
little crippled Jew boy who supported him- 


self and blind old mother by hawking cheap 
jewelry through the streets; I passed by a 
female Italian rag-picker who was stooping 
over an ash-barrel, and failed to dump her 
head into its miscellaneous contents—a fa- 
vorite pastime of mine when in my usual 
condition of mind and body; I beheld a dead 
rat in the gutter, and was so engrossed in my 
thoughts that I actually did not throw it on 
the clean linen which almond-eyed Wah- 
Sing was industriously ironing — an act 
which, "under ordinary circumstances, my 
impulsive, straight-forward nature would have 
impelled me to perform; and, altogether, | 
was as unlike my usual self as it was possible 
to be. The hour, big with fate, at length 
drew near, and I started to keep the appoint- 
ment made by Bill. 

[To be continued in our next—unless, in 
the meantime, an outraged public demand 
the author’s disembowelment. ]—Eb. 





‘*] was winding up into Cooper Institute 
the other day, thinking how strange it was 
that Peter should have lived so long in New 
York and yet kept honest, when suddenly I 
came upon a large, benevolent-looking man 
cursorily running his eye over the directory. 
Just as I came opposite to him he started 
back, evidently im great excitement, and 
pointing to a conspicuous sign on the board, 
he read in a loud, wild, rapid tone, ‘‘ Free 
School of Art and Design for Women.” 
‘* Great Heavens!” he exclaimed, his voice 
choking with emotion, ‘‘This ought to be 
stopped. Our women are a thousand times 
too artful and designing, a'ready. This 
must be stopped;” and inquiring of me where 
the nearest police-station was, he sprang 
through the window and was gone.” 


CHANGE is said to be the universal law— 
yet, strange and paradoxieal as it may seem, 
the law of change itself is unchangeable. We 
challenge Spencer, Tyndal, Huxley, Darwin, 
George Francis Train and the rest of them 
to out-paradox this. 


**CHILDREN are so homely,” said Dobbs, 
that arch old bachelor, to me, in confidence, 
the other day; ‘‘So many of them do look 
so horribly like their mothers!” 


It is pretty well authenticated that Noah’s 
flood took place in the Mississippi valley, 
because it 1s recorded that when the dove 
brought the leaf back, Noah sailed on the 
Arkansaw. 
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Lament for Summer. 


BY T. OD. O';CALLAGHAN 


Pass the seasons like cloud-shadows, which fa.tas- 
tically play 

O’er the flower-bespangled meadows on some golden 
summer day; 

Brown-hued Autumn ‘I! soon be flushing \with his 
wealth of mellow grain 

Ere drear wintry winds come rushing—for ‘air 

summer's on the wane 


What a fleeting time it seemeth since the 
green spring! 

Now the slumbrous forest dreameth, while light 
zephyrs, on the wing 


advent of 


’Mid the sylvan copses flitting, chant their low nd 
sad refrain- 
Mournful cadence well betitting 


the wane 


fadeful summer on 


Sounds a sad and sorrowing rustle ‘mong the limp 
leaves in the wood 

All unlike the child-like bustle of their June-time 
joyous me vod 

Waxes deeper Nature’s gloomerie, while the willow 
weeps amain 

With its hearse-like, 
summer on the wane 


drooping plumerie, for fond 


Crickets chirping, sad and doleful 
church-yard grass, 


mid the lonely 

Pour their monody—so soulful—and its burden seems 
* alas !"— 

Bullfrogs croaking, drear and lonely—dismal pat 
tering of the rain 

All tell one sad story only—beauteous summer's on 
the wane 


Feathered’ minstrels cease their singing ‘mid the 
death-like solemn trance, 

Save the blackbird’s music ringing through the som- 
bre woods askance, 


« gy 


And the throstle’s note of gladness—but their mel 
ody is vain, 

For a gloomiul pall of sadness shrouds pale summer 
on the wane 


Oh! a strange, weird, subtle fecling—solemn proph 
ecy of dole 

Like «a tombstone’s shade is stealing silently o'er 
heart and soul 

Prescient sense of dark ills crowding, pressing hard 
on heart and brain; 

Ah! a friend we'll soon be shrouding, for dear sum- 


mers on the wane 


Summer's surely, surely dying!—see that bodeful 
hectic flush 
On her pallid cheek 
crimson blush! 


outvying June's red roses’ 


List the voice of Nature's sorrow, 
hill and plain 


echoing far o'er 


Death wil! claim a corpse to-morrow, for‘lov’d sum 


mer’s on the wane! 


Thu » human lives are waning—onward hasten 
ng to decay, 

While the voice of our complaining still 
night and day; 

But there is a land of flowers 
knowing pain, 

Shall disport among the bowers of a summer with- 
out wane 


ascendeth 


where the soul, un- 


* Wet, whether he ever gets to be Presi- 
dent or 1 vt, there is no question about it,” 
exclaimed the Democratic Senator, as he bent 
over to stop a half-burnt cigarette that was 
rolling down Beacon Hill, 
min has a long head.” ‘‘ Yes,” 
Republican Senator, 
kerchief, 


replied the 
coughing into his hand- 
‘he has—including his ears!” 


Davip didn’t use a gin-sling to knock out 
the giant, but no rule is without excep- 
tions. 


“Uncle Benja- | 





| and eight 











| reputation is bound 





Washington Gossip. 





FROM OUR OWN LIAR. 


Wasnineton, D. C., AvuGust 30th. 


ACCORDING to dockyard reports now to 
hand at the Navy Department, we find that 
the navy of the United States at present 
available for active service, consists of one 
armor-plated man-of-war, which is, with the 
exception of a cracked screw, a patch on the 
off-side smoke-stack, a few rivets missing in 
the off part of the sheathing, a large dent in 
the boiler, moth-eater about the hull, and a 
few trifling apertures in the water-tight com- 
partments, almost as good as new; three 
monitors that only require a thorough re- 
building to be quite serviceable; four tugs, 
mud-scows. The remainder of 
the navy, not on foreign service, is at pres- 
ent engaged in conveying Miss Arthur, the 
heads of the Departments and their friends, 
to various points of interest. Certainly, 
Mr. Dana, the Republican party must go— 
fishing! 

One of the Washington daily journals has 
been indiscreet enough to use the word 
‘** thief ” in connection with some irregular 
proceedings of one Captain Howgate, of 
whom you may have heard. A celebrated 
legal firm has received instructions to pro- 
ceed against said journal, on behalf of the 
gallant captain, for defamation of character. 
If such libelous expressions are permitted 
to go unchecked, what public officer is safe? 
As Captain Howgate’s lawyers remark, “ It’s 
bad enough for a man to be cursed with ex- 
travagant tastes, which necessitate an ap- 
propriation of public monies, the conse- 
quence of which is exile from his family and 
home, without being potitely called a thief 
into the bargain!” ‘hey are quite right. 
The purity of the motives which actuate our 
pubhe men must not be questioned by the 
meddling ‘‘ literary fellers,” who are always 
poking their noses into business which does 
not concern them, and stirring up political 
dunghills with their editorial pens, until the 
smell thereof reacheth unto heaven, and 
drives the angels from their roost. Were i 
not for these meddler: the existence of these 
manure deposits woul never be known to 
the public, and everything would be lovely. 
Who can tell but himself what pure, unselfish 
motives induced Brady to charge the post- 
office department for services that were never 
performed? He may have been engaged in 
the work of Christianizing the benighted in- 
habitants of the Solomon Isles, and required 
the money for the proper feeding of mis- 
sionaries, so that they might not offend the 
palates of the hungry islanders! Who can 
say that Robeson was not heart and soul in 
a scheme for the protection of summer resi- 
dents against the bloodthirsty attacks of mos- 
quitoes and New Jersey landlords, and that 
the appropriations which it was generally 
supposed he pocketed, were not spent in car- 
rying out his philanthropic purpose? It’s 
getting to be so now, that if a civil servant 
manages to save $100,000 in four years out 
of a yearly salary of $2,000, the basest 
charges are levelled against him, and instead 
of being held up as a model of economy, his 
hand and foot, and 
tossed in the blanket of newspaper scur- 
rility! 

The wisdom of expending $7,500,000 in 
the purchase of Alaska from the Russian 
Government, is now fully demonstrated, and 
whoever says that America has never pro- 
duced a bona fide statesman, has but to be 
reminded that Wm. H. Seward gave to his 
country the inestimable blessing of Alaska, 
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to be immediately stuck up and flattened 
out. 

When the fact is pointed out that in the 
short space of 18 years the inhabitants of that 
far-off territory have succeeded in getting 
away with upwards of five hundred American 
citizens, in return for the millions we have 
expended on their country, in one way and 
another, who shall say that in extending the 
boundaries of our land even into the roots 
of the North Pole, we have not done wisely 
and well. There is gold there—lots of it— 
and the paltry fact that miners find it im- 
possible to get at the precious metal on ac- 


| 


count of the severity of the weather and | 


the attacks of the natives, does not rob the 
soil of its auriferous nature. Then, again, 
the possession of Alaska forever does 
away with the possibility of an ice-famine in 
the land. Should all the rivers, lakes, 
creeks, and ponds of the United States re- 
fuse te be frozen up for an indefinite number 
of seasons, all we have to do is to run a nar- 
row-gauge railroad to the shores of the Arc- 
tic Ocean, and bring back ice enough to sup- 
ply every man, woman and child in this 
road land with cold lager four times a day, 
and have enough left over for morgues, ice- 
cream, and cases of sunstroke. 


In consequence of the extreme and un- 
looked for coolness of the usual ‘* heated 
term,” the Signal Service. Bureau finds it- 
self with a good deal of weather on its 
hands, for which it has no use whatever. A 
very desirable number of ** scorchers,” as 
good as new; several ‘** 99-in the shaders,” and 
a job lot of coup de soleil provokers, will be 
disposed of by private contract. Coney 
Island hotel-keepers are advised to apply be- 
fore the season closes. A few of these bar- 
gains judiciously placed on the New York 
City and adjacent markets, might yet cause 
a rush to the sand-heap, which would mate- 
rially lessen the losses of the past four 
months, 

PRIVATE AND CONFIDENTIAL. 


The drain upon your correspondent’s 
purse, caused by the entertainments he has 
felt called upon to give to the numerous 
foreign envoys, British lords, Japanese min- 
isters, South American presidents, and New 
York ward-bummers, who have lately visited 
the capital, has been so heavy that he finds 
his available assets not nearly sufficient to 
satisfy the demands of the several gentle- 
manly tradesmen whose bills he herewith en- 
closes; and trusts to your well-known sense 
of justice to liquidate them, and at the 
same time please send your correspondent, 
per P. O. order, the sum of $17.39 for the 
aforesaid official entertainments, which were 
given solely for the glorification of your 
journal. 

(If our correspondent can’t’ pay his bills 
and entertain all the foreign potentates with 
whom he is likely to come into contact, THE 
JupGE will hunt up a correspondent who 
will—that’s all. Bills herewith re-enclosed). 
—Ep. 

EVERYONE isn’t as sensible as the lumber- 
merchant who said that, although he would 
furnish good board, he didn’t propose to 
start a hotel. 

Tom and Jerry have given up business, 
and are rusticating in some out-of-the-way 
place. 

_ A FELLow played all night without turn- 
ing a trump. He was playing a cornet. 
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ACROSS THE OCFAN “~~ 
IN A SAIL BOAT 





Praying as a Fine Art. 


In these days of machinery, and bustle, 


_ and business, and push, Art seems to suffer. 


The poets whose tender lyrics escape the 
newspaper waste-basket; the painters who 
get their pictures hung on the Exhibition 
walls; the orators who are permitted to spout 
thunderous eloquence upon the glorious 
Fourth; the actors and actresses, singers 
and singstresses, who hold forth before 


helpless and inoffensive audiences, are wo- | 


fully inferior in point of numbers to the 
printers’ devils, and patent medicine manu- 
facturers, and book agents, and lightning- 
rod men, and city aldermen, and policemen. 
Thus, Art suffers. Poetry succumbs to phy- 
sic, and music withdraws before soap. 

In this critical condition of affairs our 
heart is made glad, and our spirits leap for 
joy. We may say that our whole man— 
from the bunion on our toe to the bald spot 
on the topof our head—is suffused with gra- 


| tulation at the appearance of a New Art. 


| play than the 


Not new in itself, dear reader, but new as an 
art. 

We have before us the book of the Prayers 
of a man who, as the introduction very natu- 
rally says, was always singularly gifted in 
prayer. Naturally desiring that his peculiar 
talents should find a broader field for dis- 
limited though admiring 
circle of immediate friends, the accomplished 
author prepares several books of studies in 
prayer. We have been able to secure only 
one of these books, but we doubt not that 
they are progressive in character, bringing 
the student by short and easy steps from the 
very rudiments of the art to the highest pro- 
ficiency. That these studies will ‘‘ enlarge 
the area of prayer, discipline and store the 
mind with useful material, and enrich the 
facility of expression,” we cannot doubt. 
We feel sure that the force of this original 
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prayer-boom will be felt also in cultivating 
a more fastidious taste in this matter of 
praying, Wherever the art is practised, even 
in its present imperfectness. Soon, we trust, 
such news items as the following, from the 
columns of the Revival Boomerang, will be 
not at all uncommon: 
‘© 4 MASTERLY EFFORT. 

‘The Rey. Peter Snookerstopper, on Sun- 
day last, offered a most artistic and scholarly 
prayer in his Progress Street Church, before 
a large and appreciative audience. It was a 
masterly effort, betraying deep scholarship 
and an intimate familiarity with the techni- 
calities of artistic praying, Atits close, Mr. 
Snookerstopper was tendered a large and 
beautful bouquet by the ladies of the congre- 
gation, as a testimonial of their regard and 
appreciation of his ability. The talented 
pastor responded briefly and happily.” 

To be sure, this art, like every other, may 
be attended with certain drawbacks. A good 
deal of what passes for very creditable pray- 
ing now, might perhaps cause more or less 
distress to a cultivated ear. Unusual sue- 
cess in prayer might result in the self-con- 
ceit of the prayist, if he has not a broad 
culture, such as Greek and Latin in the col- 
leges are supposed to proy ide. Frail breth- 
ren, envious of the skill or talent af their 
brethren, might, perhaps, surreptitiously ap- 
propriate the prayers of those brethren, and 
plagiaristically pray them themselves. 

Yet Art is its own reward; it is modest; 
it is true. And we trust that all who have 
an unsated yearning for the utter, who have 
a craving for the ineffable all-but, will look 
to Prayer, that newest and noblest Art, for 
the satement of their longings. Then it will 
take a brace. E. W. HUBBARD, 


A PAIR of suspenders—the hangman and 
his assistant. 
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THE JUDGE. 











Tr AMP- Th ix is the first time T eve r knew 
here, I°ll just pluck a suit. 


Chronicles of Gotham. 
CHAPTER XIV. 

1. Now, there were men in the camp of 
the Gothamites, who were gatherers of news, 
and of the sayings and doings of the dwell- 
ers in the camp. 

2. And the names of these men was Edit-. 
ors. 

3. Now, these editors did gather the say- 
ings of the people, and did put them in 
print, and did add thereunto their own 
savings, and did send these printed ideas 
throughout the length and breadth of the 
land. 

4. Some of these men did think one way, 
and others did think another way, and as 
they thought so did they speak, and they 
did use harsh words, one against the other. 

5. Now. as the time drew near for the 
choosing of rulers over the camps, and the 
chief ruler ever the kingdom of Unkulp- 
slam, did these men wax strong in the muan- 
ner of their sayings. 

6. Seme, by reason of their sayings did 
favor the Dimmilkrats, ani others did favor 
the Republikans, while there were others 
who tid favor néither party, and these last 
were called on the fence. 

7. Now. there was one. of these men 
called editors, who in the time gone by had 
been a high priest in the camp of Gotham, 
and the print he did have charge of was 
ealled ‘‘ Truth.” 

8. And there was another man who did | 
call his print the ‘‘Sun,” who did pride 
himself on his writings, saying: You can | 
find no fault or error in my print, for do not 
I use fine words, and are they not correct? 
Even to no fault are they correct. 

9. Yea, this man did by reason of his 
thinkings, cry aloud in- his print, ‘* The 
Republikans must go,” and his .crying was 
heard through the cam). | 

10. And this man cried aloud, also, ‘* Turn | 
the rascals out,” and this ery was heard by 
the dwellers also. But in no way did it af- 
fect the sayings and doings of the people. 
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that clothes qrew —~and asx winter will S007 be 


11. And it came to pass, that this 
crying did continue until the people of the 
camp were tired of hearing it. for in no way 
did he show a better thing. 


laws and for the people. 

12. And the man whose print was called 
Truth” did arise, and did show in what 
way the man of the *‘ Sun” was foolish, and 


the manner of his showing did please the | 


people and the dwellers in the camp. 

13. But the showing did not please the 
man of the ** Sun,” but did render him an- 
gered. And he did rise in his anger, and 
say to his workers, even to his scribes did he 
Say: 

14. In the time to come let not one of 
you either read or buy this print which is 
called ‘* Truth,” for it is not truth. And 
if it beecometh known to me that ye disobey 
me, even in the bringing of this paper into 





ALWAYS ON THE STRIKE. 


Nay, not even | 
a way or a man who would be better for the | 


the building or the tent of the print called 
** Sun,” will I order ye out of the place ye 
now occupy. 

15. Now, when this saying was made 
known to the dwellers in the camp, and to 


the other men called editors, there was a 
| loud sound of merriment throughout the 
| camp. 
| -16. And the man of the ‘* Truth” did 


clap his hands, and did shout aloud in his 
joy, that by his showing he did make this 
man wroth; but his anger did no harm. 
17. Now, the other editors did make fun 
| of this man, and did show to the dwellers of 
the camps, even to the dwellers of the king- 
| dom also, what manner of man the man of 
| the “* Sun” was. 

18. That he was a man of one idea, and 
was blown up with the sound of his own 
mightiness. Yet the mightiness was not to 
be seen by others. 

19. Now when this man .did. gee that he 
nr ved at, he did not joist the laugh- 
sid , at . : . 

‘tery Bilt Tid set himself dowsr and think. 

20. “And the result of his thinking was the 
same from one day’s work to the other day’s 
work, and he did say: ‘* Turn the rascals 


| out.” But he could not tell who to put in 
their places. 

- 

| 21. Now, the influence of these men 


| called editors, is mighty in the land; but 
the man of the print called the ‘‘ Sun” 
is, owing to his likeness to the long-eared 
brute, losng his power, Yet he does not 
see it, for who is so blind as he who will not 
see? By BP. 





A Grave Reverie. 


Dip you ever go when the day was done, 

And the sun sank low, 

To a country graveyard, dotted with stones, 

That marked the non-crematory resting- 
place of dead men’s bones? 

you linger there, ‘till from behind a 

cloud the moon came out 

And cast a ghostly look about, 

As the moonlight brighter grew, 

And the grass was sparkling with evening 

dew— 

Did you become enchanted with the scene? 
You did, | ween. 

Perhaps some relation was lying there 

In his final diteh, 

Whose money had made you rich. 

Or, better, still, your mother-in-law, 

As the ministers say, had gone before. 
Harmless and tongueless she is lying low, 
Poor old gal; you know you're glad 

"Tis only duty makes you sad, 

Don’t deny it; you know ‘tis so. 

Did you hear the cow-bells on the hill? 

And the rumbling of the old grist mill 
Down by the brook so cold and calm; 

That looked like a silvery arm 

Encircling the graveyard, to keep away 

Those fellows who never go there by day? 

| After this, did you find yourself with a cold 

in the head, 
And blow your nose 
the dead? 

Well, so did 1; then walked away, 
Calmed by my moonlight reverie! 


Did 


loudly enough to wake 


S. B. 

Ir would be funny *to see a greenhorn 

blow the froth off a Coney Island glass of 

| beer. He wouldn’t have anything left but 
blank astonishment and a beer. glass. 


° 


WHAT is the difference between a thing 
that naturally occurs and the telegraph? 
One is a matter of course, and the other is 
a clatter of Morse. 





























The Bass Drummer. 


THE generous eye that can read aright 
The language of tights and spangles, 

That can trust a color by calcium light, 
And excuse the ballet’s tangles, 


Looks from the head of the old bass drum— | 


I mean, of the man who strikes it— 
And the orchestra knows it must be dumb 
Whenever the bass drum likes it. 


I’ve heard that drum beat a mournful tone— 
I’ve heard that drum so often— 
When Lady Anne is cajoled and won 
From beside her husband’s coffin: 
I’ve heard it sound as merry a note 
As the goatskin of Sancho Panza [throat 
When a female troubadour stretches her 
To howl in extravaganza. 


I’ve heard it beat the measured tread 
Of the British red-coats, filing 

Across the stage—among them led 
The lover of hapless Eileen. 

I’ve heard it shiver a peeling shock, 
More resonant, and broader, 


When the King of Soctland stopped to knock | 


At the gates of the Thane of Cawdor. 


I’ve heard it blend with the trumpet’s blare 
O’er the fallen wrestler, Charles: 
As Orlando turns to the maiden fair 
Whom he wooed in the glades of Arles. 
I’ve heard it aid in a ringing cheer 
No super could have created, 
So well, that Cassius turned to sneer 
At Cesar over-rated. 


I’ve heard it beating the close, quick time, 
As the blows fell fast in showers, 

When the mimic brigade, in well-drilled line, 
Traverses the stage in ‘‘ Ours:” 

I’ve heard it beating the deep, fierce tone 
Of the mob for vengeance yearning, 

When Robert Landry, so feeble grown, 
Is borne from the Bastille burning. 


I’ve heard it ring ‘neath a live, quick tap, 
Forgetting to beat for slaughter, 

As a sprightly damsel, with hand to cap, 
Salutes as the Regiment’s Daughter. 

But all the same, through shadow and shine, 
It beats for every comer; [line, 

He can smile at ‘‘ gags,” for he knows each 
Though he’s only the old bass drummer. 


Year in, year out; *most every night, 
And matinees more than weekly, 

Ile looks not left and he looks not right, 
But he plies his drumsticks meekly. 

In the swirl of the winter snow and sleet, 
In the hush of the parching summer, 
You will find him nightly in his old seat, 

The seat of the old bass drummer. 


He has memories that will never fail. 
Of those who have trod our stages: 
(rod rest their souls! To trust his tale, 
They lived in heroic ages. [ been,” 
‘* Men are not now what they once have 
He sighs; but he sighs the sorest 
When he tells you tales of the elder Kean 
And the drums he beat for Forrest. 


Who blames him? Old men ‘like to live 
In the days they have left behind them; 

If the stage have better men to give, 
He would not care to find them. 

"Tis a kind old age—not dead and dry, 
Not vexed with thorns and angles, 

And he still looks on, with indulgent eye, 
At the failings of tights and spangles. 





| 
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WAITER—‘‘ One lamb and one pertater ind 
OLp GENT.—*‘* Hold on, waiter ; 


Bowery Blarney, 
AS EXEMPLIFIED OUTSIDE A 


‘© GINTLEMIN, this celibrated boa-constric- 
tor is the finest, largest, sthrongest, and pret- 


| tiest animal of its spayshees in this coun- 


|} and a dhrove of 


thry. He was caught in South Africay, as 
he lay torpid, afther swallowing two oxes 
unforthunate and innicent 
sheep, ina wire net, his capthur a butiful 
illusthration of suecessful wire-pulling. — It 
was supposed that the sand where he lay 
torpid was hot enough to bile ostrich eggs. 


| and that his skin was at laste ‘ well done’— 


| in latithude. 


‘We might as well draw the line here,” | 


remarked the vigilants to the horse-thief. 


this is proved by its highly-finished ap- 
pairance, 
hues of all the shnakes and 
other sich varmints that iver hissed, or rat- 
tled, or croaked, or bit, or kiled thimselves 
inty all manner of outlandish shapes, from 


the airly and unlucky days of the cute ould | 


sarpent that timpted Eve in the Garden of 
Ayden, down to the conger-eel of our own 
day. His size is varyable, as like most 
other objects in nathur, he expands with hate 
and conthracts with cowld. For ivery rise 
of five degrees in the thirmomether he in- 
crases a fut in longithude, and siveral inches 
In his native land he is one 
hundhred and fifty feet and a few inches 
long. The priseht warum summer in our 
own counthry has sthretched him to twinty- 
five feet more, although last winther, whin 
the thirmomether fell to sixteen degrees be- 
low zayro, he shrunk into such thrifling dim- 
minshuns as to be complately invisible 
thru a micruscope. His prisent lingth and 
breth yees can see for yeerselves, if yees cum 
in; but before yees lave the hall this blissed 


His color is supposed to com- | 
| bine all the 





MOSS 


We 





I want less meat and more potato.” 


| night he will be siveral inches longer than 
DIME MUSEU®M. | 


he is now, on account of the grate swelther- 
ing hate of the maythropolis. Like a good 
manny human shnakes in the grass, here 
around us in this big city, he has grate na- 
thural tact and talents for politics, which he 
shows by changing his coat four siveral times 
in aich year. Gintlemin, the price of ad- 
mishun to faste yeer eyes on this wonderful 
nathural atthraction, together with the bew- 
tiful Sireashun princess, and the three- 
headed calf with only two legs and one eye, 
and tin thousand grater curyosities than I 
have minshuned, is but the beggarly sum of 
tin cints.” 





The Boating Season. 


So mucn# has been written of boating 
That I’ve nothing novel to say 

As long as the craft is kept floating, 
And don’t get in other folks’ way. 

The oars should be properly ‘‘ feathered,” 
(And so should an old-fashioned bed), 
And when obstacles all have been ‘‘ weathered,” 

You may possibly come in ahead. 


But unless you look out where you're going 
When racing for plate or for cup, 

The most scientific of rowing 
Won't serve to avert a smash up— 

And if you don’t pull as you ‘‘ oughter,” 
You'll probably meet an upset, 

And find, when you enter the water, 
That water is terribly wet. 


BisMARCK has gone to Kissingen again. 
Wonder what his old frow has to say about 
it. 
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On, Oscar Wilde, Oscar Wilde, what has 
\merica ever done to you that you should 
so sorely have tried it? Did not we—your 
cis-Atlantic cousins—take vou and pet you, 
and (metaphorically) stroke your luxuriant 
locks for you? Did we not waive in your 
favor our nineteenth century prejudices 
knee-breeches, and did we not, at 
ur instigation, tear up the rose-bushes 


against 


from eur parterres, and plant sun-flowers in 
their stead? ~All this was much, but it was 
not all. We contributed money—good, hard 


lollars, worth four shillings and two pence 
haifpenny of ):ur money apiece, till you had 
ear: ‘d more than your whole young life had 
hithe.to accumnlated, and then we intro- 
duced you to that glorious product of our 
breezy civiliv»>tion—the bunco-steerer—and 
showed you ‘ow ea ‘ily your money might be 
invested. And now. you repay us with 
‘ Vera.” 

Vera is Russian—very Russian—and the 
Whole play is as Russian as fur-trimmed 
overcoats and names embracirg a large per- 
centage of the alphabet can make it. It 
contains nihilists, and no less than two czars 

-one down, the other come on, and it con- 
tains speeches long enough to reach from 


Moscow to St. Petersburg, and as dreary as | 


a ten-years’ exile in Siberia. These speeches 


are designed to illustrate Mr. Wilde’s views 


on Muscovite policy and nihilism, and no 
doubt they serve the purpose, for if Mr. 
Wilde’s views on political economy are as in- 
volved as are his views on art, we should say 
his speeches describe them accurately. Oh, 
but it was a dreary, dismal performance, as 
THE JUDGE saw it, with the thermometer 
among the nineties, and Marie Prescott 
among the clouds, raving away through 
twenty-minute speeches apropos of nothing, 


and the patient auditors sitting sweating in | 


their agony. It wus cruel of Oscar. 


Very, 
very cruel. 


And now, in all seriousness, it is time to | 


ask where will this mania for play-writing 
stop? Leta man achieve any prominence, 
or even notoriety in any walk of life, and 
forthwith he seems to imagine that the man- 
tle of Shakespere has descended on his 
shoulders. He totally forgets that the stage 
is a profession which has to be learned like 
any other, and that he is wholly ignorant of 
it. He rushes in, the proverbial fool, where 
angels fear to tread—and he meets the fate 
of Oscar Wilde. * Good plays are scarce; peo- 
ple who can write good plays are scarcer; 
and we cannot forgive Oscar Wilde’s ingra- 
titude till he makes himself scarce—scarcest 
of all. He may be a clever man, but he 
can write about as bad a play as ever a pa- 
tient community suffered from in the dog- 
days. 


In spite of somewhat warm weather, the 


theatrical season may be said to have fairly 
opened; and theatres all over the country are 
swinging into line with various more or less 
novel attractions. Nor, early as the season 
is, has the dramatic fleet everywhere escaped 
shipwreck. The Geo. Edgar sydicate—but 








THE JUDGE. 





| there. Nobody ever looked for much suc- 
cess from that quarter, save such success as 
| money might purchase; and the financial 

backer went back on the company the first 
| week. Next. 





The Dude. 

THE dude is like a match, because its head 
is the light end. 

It is hike the Democratic party, because it 
it believes in ** the dollar of tne daddies,” 

It is like a man without legs. because it 
has no visible means of support. 

It is like sweet cider, because when it be- 
gins to work it is spoiled. 

It is like Mother Eve, beca ise it f sters 
Cane. 

It is like a woman scaring chickens, be- 
cause it uses absurd shoes. 

It is like the noise made by an omnibus, 
because it is of no earthly use. 

It is like supreme content, because ‘* to 
be dude is to be happy.” 

It is like the lily of the field, becanse 
‘Solomon, in all his glory, was not arrayed 
like one of these.” 

It is like a public boxer, because it makes 
a great display of cuffs. 

It is like an angry individual, because it 
gets its choler up. 

It is like a mad dog, because it has “quick” 
pants. 

It is like a good joke, because it is some- 
thing funny. 

It is like a pile-driver, because it is a 
great masher. 

It is like a speech with a brilliant perora- 
tion, because it is something remarkable 
about the close. ae oe 








BEING swallowed up in an earthquake is 
a shocking way to die, but it saves funeral 
expenses. 
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Song of the Rice Bird. 


I see o’er the swamp the planter float, 

As he scatters the seed from his little boat; 
And circling in many an airy ring, 

As I follow his progress I sing, I sing. 


And when summer comes with her train of flowers, 
And her glowing smile in the morning hours, 
Where the bright green blades of the rice upspring 
Through the rustling water, I sing, I sing. 


When noon is enthroned on the burning sky, 
Away to the dim, cool swamp I fly; 

On the grapevine tendril I lightly swing, 
While in joyous measure I sing, I sing. 


Where the cane and black alder a thicket make, 
A home for the turtle and crawling snake; 
Where the cypress branches their shadow fling, 
As I float through the gloom I sing, I sing. 


But I dwell not there, I love to be 

Where the rice-plant waves in the breezes free, 
And there, as I hover on restless wing, 

In the joy of my life I sing, I sing. 





*T1s sweet, as year by year we lose 
Our teeth from sight, in faith to muse 
How grows in Paradise our store, 
Where we shall need them never more. 


STEDMAN, the poet-banker, has failed, 
and his liabilities are estimated at about 
$200,000. Well, this is the result of going 
into the banking business. Just as like as 
not he’ll have to go back to journalism, and 
save at least half of his salary for one month, 
before he will be able to make up his losses. 
Zounds, if such a loss should happen a para- 
grapher, he would have to give up cigars, 
and take to a pipe for more than a month. 


ONE cannot judge of the length of the 


' tongue by the size of the mouth. 
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GENTLEMAN— Why, my lad, I see you fishing here every day ; why is that? 


* Bor—Don’t you want to give a fellow a chance to become Governor or President ? 
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Perseverance. 


DEAR POLLY, these are joyful days, 
Your feet can choose their own sweet ways; | 
You have no care of anything, 
Free as a swallow on the wing, 
You hunt the hay-field over 
To find a four-leaved clover. 


But this I tell you, Polly dear, 
One thing in life you need not fear; 
Bad luck, I’m certain, never haunts 
A child who works for what she wants, 
And hunts a hay-field over 
To find a four-leaved clover! 


The little leaf is not so wise 
As it may seem in foolish eyes; 
But then, dear Polly, don’t you see, 
Since you were willing carefully 
To hunt the hay-field over, 
You found your four-leaved clover. 


Your patience may have long to wait, 


A Sage’s Advice. 


‘spose,” says the solid old farmer, as he 


| hitched around on the head of the sugar bar- 


rel; ‘‘ but my advice toa young man would 
be to put his money into real estate.” 

‘“It might go down,” suggested a young 
man in a brown straw hat. 

** Wall, that’s according to what ye buy. 
I’ve allus did tolerably well.” 

‘*What have you invested im?” 

‘*Graveyards, young man—graveyards. If 
you kin git into a new town and buy the 
only piece of rolling ground in the neighbor- 
hood, you’re dead sure of selling out for a 
graveyard inside of a year. I’ve located and 
sold out seventeen graveyard sites during 
my lifetime, and have doubled on each one. 
Wheat is all right, and hay is all right; but 
pick fur rolling ground, and hold it for a 
graveyard, and they’ve got to come to your 
terms or plant their cadavers helter skelter, 





Whether in little things or great, 
But all good luck, you soon will learn, 
Must come to those who nobly earn. 
Who hunts the hay-field over 
Will find the four-leaved clover. 
—Sarah Orne Jeiett, in St. Nicholas for Sept. 





The Starving Wolf. ‘ 


A WOLF had the misfortune to break his 
leg, and being unable to hunt for his food, 
was soon reduced to the verge of starvation. 
One day as he was uttering lamentation, a 
Hare came along and inquired the trouble. 

*] am almost at the point of death,” was 
the reply. ‘I haven’t had a morsel to eat 
for days.” 


** Indeed!” exclaimed the Hare, ** I’ll go | 


ut once to the Hyena about it.” 

When the Hyena was consulted, he 
stroked his chin reflectively, and finally 
said: 


’ : . 
‘Are you certain that he is a Wolf of 


good morals?” 

ae 

** Well, then, I’d better see the Lion about 
it before we do anything.” 

The Lion heard the story, winked in a 
wise way, and remarked: 


** There ought to be a committee appoint- | 


ed to investigate his character. I'll see the 
Stork and mention the matter.” 

The Stork was informed that a Wolf lay 
dying of starvation, and she replied: 

‘** Well, well, that’s bad. I'll see the Ox 
this very afternoon, and have him decide 
whether we ought to send in tracts or chick- 
en broth.” 

The Ox was duly informed, and the next 
day he went over to see what should be done 
in the case. Arriving at the lair, he found 


the Wolf dead, and the Owl had already | 


been there and written on the rock the 
MORAL: 
‘* Philanthropy is a thin tonic for an emp- 
ty stomach.” —Detroit Free Press. 


Mrs. Parvenvu had recently furnished 
her new house, and it was gorgeously done. 


were woven in one piece to fit each room. 
Mrs. Parvenu has a daughter, and of her she 
was talking to a visitor. ‘*Ah, Mrs. Par- 
venu,” said the lady, ‘“‘your daughter 
doesn’t go out much?” *‘ No, not a great 
deal. It tires the poor dear so much. “ In- 
deed! Isn’t she well?” ‘*Oh, yes, well 
enough; but you see at so many of the houses 
where she must call she has to walk over the 
seams in the carpets, and it hurts the poor 
dear’s feet and makes her so tired.”— Zz. 


and do their weeping during the dry sea- 
son.” — Wall Street News. 


| ‘* Wiro was that pretty girl you had down 
to the island last Wednesday?” asked a Jora- 
lemon street man of a Remsen street friend, 
| as they met yesterday afternoon. 

** Wednesday, Wednesday,” pondered the 
Remsen street man. ‘* Was I at the island 
Wednesday ?” 

** Yes, and you had a girl with you.” 

** A brunette?’ queried the Remsen street 
man, still puzzled. 

**No, I saw you there Tuesday with the 
brunette, but this wasn’t the one.” 


**Was she a blonde? No. I had the 
blonde down there Thursday and Friday. 


What kind of a looking woman was she?” 

‘** Rather slender, and you didn’t seem to 
want to take supper there. Heard you tell 
| her you'd get something to eat when you got 
back to Brooklyn.” 

“Oh, [ know. 
Why, old fellow, that was my wife. Come 
and take something.” —Brooklyn Eagle. 


A TEACHER finding it difficult to obtain 
_the prompt attendance of the boys in her 
class, resolved to adopt a plan which she 
felt sure would be successful. She said to 
the boys: ** Now, I will give a bright penny 
to each one who will be in his place every 
Sunday.” The plan seemed to work well, 
until one Sunday not a boy appeared in his 
place. The teacher was surprised, and some- 
what discouraged that her plan had not suc- 
ceeded. But the next day while walking 
down street, and thinking what to do next, 
she met one of the boys, and said to him: 
‘* Well, Johnnie, where were you yesterday?” 
‘*“At home, mum.” ‘* But why did you 
and the other boys not come to Sunday- 
school, and get your pennies?” ‘‘ O, teach- 
er, cause we've struck; we won’t come for 
less than two cents now.” We were not in- 
formed as to how long the strikers held out, 
or whether advance was granted. — Fr- 
change. 


WE learn from the London News that the 


he is credited with several hundred wives, 
we shall not be surprised to hear that he has 
had another ‘‘ mash” before he gets home. 
He is that kind of a man. We also learn 
that he is accompanied by nearly ten thou- 


for a man who has to foot such big bills— 
| though it is a ridiculous way to spell toes.— 
Nor. Herald. 


THE plasterer’s work is a sort of sub-lime 
occupation. 





‘* Yrs, there’s money made in stocks, I 








The Woman of Fashion. 


SHE puts her baby out to nurse, 
Does Mrs. Betsy Noodle; 

But when she walks or rides, of course 
She takes her darling poodle. 


gs, invokes the muse, 
Or plays with fingers nimble; 
Yet never was she known to use 
A needle or a thimble. 


By fits she sings 


Oh, yes! She gives to Christianize 
The far-off heathen nations: 








Certainly, Wednesday. 


sand teose—and that is not too many teose | 





But to home missions shuts her eves, 
And cuts her poor relations. 


She’s pious in her way, no doubt- 
I’ve watched her, and I know it; 

Whene’er she gets a brand-new suit 
She goes to church to show it. 


DIODOKA 





Declined. 


THE Zulus value cattle more highly than 
any other property. Even their wives are 
less precious than their cows. A German 
once made Panda, the father of Cetewayo, 
who so bravely fought the English, a present 
| of a watch. 

‘* What is the use of it?’ asked 
king. 

**'To tell where the sun is,” answered the 
German, 

“We can it,” replied the king. 
** When cloudy, we remain in our huts, and 
at night we sleep. Does it give milk?” 


the Zulu 


see 


“No.” 
** Does it give calves?” 
“ne 


‘*Then take your watch away.” —A Jepto, 


A wistful light lay in her eyes, 
As she gazed o’er the heaving sea, 

And her tender hands were tightly clasped 
Around one up-bent knee 


Intense the glance the moonbeam showed, 
} As I stooped till her breath came fast; 
She asked in a voice of music low, 
Are peaches cheap at last? 
— Boston Advertiser. 


PetiTo, the Italian actor who was on the 
siage of the theatre at Cassamicciola when 
the earthquake broke up the performance, 
escaped safe and sound and arrived at Naples 
in the costume of Pulcinella. Up to last ac- 
counts he had not abandoned the belief that 
nature was convulsed by the greatness of his 
acting.—Boston Post. 


It is wrong to get in a hurry. It is said 
Gladstone has Confederate bonds which cost 
him $100,000 during the war. Had Mr. 
Gladstone waited until the present time he 
could have bought the whole bundle for ten 
or fifteen dollars. — Oi City Blizzard. 


Avs we expected, the Louisville editor who 
signed the pledge, now claims that the paper 
is null and void because it 
Sunday, and besides he was drunk when he 
signed it.— Philadelphia News. 





was dated on 


. ° | Qhsg Jareis > Ag | 
Everything was in style, and the carpets | Shah of Persia has left for ‘‘ Mashhad.” As 


AT a bank—Cashier: Excuse me, madam, 
but your account is rather overdrawn. 

Mrs. Maltravers (whose husband is off on 
business and has left her a check-book): Oh, 
Mr. Cashier! that cant be possible. I’ve got 
lots of checks left yet.— Columbia Spectator. 


THE Governor told the Tewksburians that 
they were not responsible for the bad odor 
surrounding the name of their town. Un- 
fortunately, they could not return his excel- 

| lency’s little compliment.— Bost. Transcript. 
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A Snestaen Hotel Clerk in the Blue 


Grass wegen. 


“Yrs,” said a “am known Evansville 
tourist to us the other day, ‘‘ I’ve traveled 
good deal in Kentucky, and itisn’t a par- 
ticularly quiet country for a man to move 
about in. The better sort of people there, 
mind you, are as nice folks as you would see 
any where, but the roughs are about as rough 
as they make them. ‘hey have a way, too, 
of introducing a pistol into an argument 
which is not apprec ‘iated by the colder spir- 
its of the North.’ 

‘Did you ever get into any trouble?” 
‘Once, when I was staying in Lexington, 
] had a rather unplesant adventure.” 

‘“* Let us have it, by all means.” 

‘“‘T noticed a big tough fellow come into 
the hotel and pay for a bed. He was as 
ugly a looking brute as I ever saw. Wore a 


THE JUDGE, 


JUDGE SNELL stopped the proceedings of 
a Washington police court to caution a wo- 
man named Mary Poland, who was sitting in 
the audience, that if she didn’t take her arm | 
from around the neck of the marine occu- 
ying the seat next to her, and stop trying to 
1ug him, he would punish her for disorder 


| in court.— Wash!ngton Star. 


| 


bl: ack patch over his eye, and had his baggy 


jeans stuffed into his boots like a dime novel 
border ruffian. I came at once to the con- 
clusion that it would be healthy to keep out 
of that fellow’s way, and I confess that I 


Was surprised that such a bully would be | A Positive Cure is 


acce — as a guest at a first-class hotel. 


The next morning I was up early. It 
was a little chilly, and I took a chair by 


the stove while they got breakfast ready. T| 


hadn’t been there more than five minutes 
when in walked the fellow I wished to avoid, 
and he drew a chair up and sat down be- 
side me, 

‘Say, stranger, how 
for Danville?” 

“I do not know anything 
trains,” said I, rather stiffly. 

‘Then I got up, and took a chair near 
the door. There was no one in the office 
but a dapper little clerk, a chirpy little fel- 
low about five feet high, and very girlish in 
appearance. 

The obnoxious Kentuckian came 
squatted down on a chair beside me. 
myself getting hot and cold with vexation; 
but knowing that I would have no chance 
in a personal encounter with such a giant, 
wudence suggested that I act quietly. 
hen he drew out of his pocket a dirty 


about them trains 


about the 


and 


I felt 





awe of tobacco which looked as though he | 


iad half chewed it 
‘Hev a chaw, 


‘ Thank you, 


» Now, see 


with his wolfish fangs. 

stranger?’ 

I never chew.’ 

here, you darned stuck-up 
Northern cuss. Think yer can come down 
here and show off your high-toned airs. 
Guess yer’]] swaller that lump of ’bacca, or 
by G— I’ll—— 

‘What he would have done I do not 
know; but in an instant, with all the lithe 
activity of a panther, that little clerk sprang 
over the counter with a big navy revolver 
in his hand, and every hair of his head | 
bristling like the back of a terrier in a dog 
fight. 

*** Get out of this, you brute, 
the roof of your head off.” 

The bully’s savage look vanished from 
his face, and like a whipped hound he slunk 
backwards out at the door, only saying ina 
meek, shame-faced manner: ‘ Don’t shoot, 
mister; for God’s sake don’t shoot; I war 
only a foolin’.’ 

* Then when the door was slammed to on 
the figure of the retreating bully, the clerk 
turned to me and said, in the most polite 
and indifferent manner, ‘I think, sir, you’ll 
find your breakfast ready.” ; 

“ ; they often wrap up first-class goods 
in little puree "—Evansville Argus. 


or I'll blow 


| 


| the fact that it will materially change the general course of travel. 





SunpDaAyY-school teacher (to one bright boy 
in the class): ‘* Jimmy, how did Elijah die?” 

B. B.—‘* He didn’t die; he was translated 
from the original Hebrew.—Harvard Lam- 
Eman 


~ ABOON TO MEN 


All those who from indiscretions, excesses or other causes are 
weak, unnerved, low spirited, physically drained, and unable te 
perform Mife’s duties properly, can be certainly and perma- 
neutly cured, without stomach medicines. Endorsed by doctors 
ministers and the press. The Medical ee Be says: “ The old 
plan of treating Nervous Debilit al Decay, &e., 
is wholly superseded by THE MA hier N HOLE a.” Even 
hopeless cases assured of certain awn oh to full and per- 
fect manhood. Simple, effective, cleanly, pleasant Be 
for treatise. Consultation with physician free 


TON REMEDY ©O., 46 W. 14th 8t., New York, 








Card Collectors. 
| EAUTIFUL set of IMPORTE >. 4 ARDS, by mail, on rece ome of 
five 2c. stamps. VHITING, 50 Nassau st., N. 


For twenty years I was a sufferer during 
: the summer months with Hay Fever 
ELY'S omy ured a bottle of Ely’s Cream Balm and 

‘was cured before the first bottle was used. 


CREAM BALM, Have had no return of the complaint 
CHARLOTTE PARKER, Waverly, N. Y 
FOR ONE and one-half bottles of Ely’s Cream 
Balm entirely cured me of Hay Fever of 10 
Rose Cold, years’ standing. 


Have had no trace of it 
‘or two years. } 


ALBERT A. PERRY, 
Smithboro’, N. Y. 
Apply by + little finger into the nos- 

trils It will be absorbed, effectually 
cleansing the AO passages of catarrhal 
virus, causing healthy secretions, It allays 
inflammation, protects the membrinal lin- 
ings of the head from additional colds, 
completely heals the sores and restores the | 
sense of taste and smell. Beneficial results 
are realized by a few applications. A thor 
ough treatment will cure. Unequaled for 
colds in the head. Agreeable to use. Send 
for circular for information and reliable 
testimonials. Will deliver by mail. » cts. 
a package. Stamps. 


ELy’s CREAM BaLom Co., Owego, N. Y. 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the 
best candies in the wor id, put up in 
handsome boxes. All strictly pure. 
ae NTHER, nts. Try it once. 

R, Confectioner, 
% Madison St., Chicago 


CANDY 


Address, 


** T owe my 
Restoration 
to Health 
and Beauty 
to the 
CUTICURA 

REMEDIE 


Testimonial of a Bos 
ton lady. 


Pty Humors, Humiliating & muptione. Itching Tor 
tures, Scrofula, Salt-Rheum, and Infantile Humors cured by 
the CuTicURA REMEDIES. 

CUTICURA RESOLVENT, the new blood purifier, cleanses the 
blood and perspiration of impurities and poisonous elements, 
and thus removes the cause. 

CUTIcURA, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and In 
flammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers and Sores 
and restores the Hair. 

CUTICURA SoaP, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet Ree ul 
site, prepared from CuTicura, is indispensable in treatin in 
Dise ases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Sun-Burn and Gren 
Skin. 


CuTicuRA REMEDIES are absolutely pure, and the only infallible 
Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. 


Sold everywhere. Price—Cuticura, %) cents; Soap, % cents ; 
Resolvent, $1. Potrer Drvue axnp CHEMICAL Co. Boston, Mass. 


$10.00 REWARD 


KF )R the BEST POEM on ESTERBROOK’S STEEL PENS. Must 
not exceed 24 lines, nor allude to other makers. Competitors 
to enclose 10 cents, for which es y will receive 12 best assorted 
Steel Pens. No puffs wanted. Award made Oct. ist. 
Tur ESTERBROOK STFEL PEN CO. 
26 John St, New York. 


To any suffering with Catarrh or Bronchitis who 
earnestly desire relief, | can furnish a means of Per- 
manent and Positive Cure. A Home Treatment. No 
charge for consultation by mall. Valuable Treatise 
Free. Certificates from Doctors, Lawyers, Ministers, 
Business-Men. Address 


Rev. 7. P. CHILDS, Troy, Ohio. 





FIRE EXTINGUISHER. 


S.F. HAYWARD, Gea / Agen! 
AQT Broadway N.Y.City. 





The Foreign Exhibition of Products, Arts and Manufactures. 


SECRETARY, 
C. B. NORTON 


PRESIDENT, 
NATH'L J. 


rena foot 


TREASURER, 


BRADLEE. FREDERIC W. LINCOLN. 


FOREIGN EXHIBITION OF ARTS AND MANUFACTURES 


Opens in Boston 


Sept. Sd, 1883. 


To the large traveling public in the United States the above announcement is of great importance, from 


So far as can be indicated at present, 


| the pr s arranging for excursions will make it a point to reach Boston at the end of their several trips. 
he prominence already given to this Exhibition insures an attendance of at least HALF A MILLION, 
| and our readers will do well to bear in mind that there will never be such an opportunity offered again to 


examine the varied attractions of the Old World. 
ALGEIRS, CANADA, 
ARGENTINE, CHINA 
AUSTRALASIA, 
AUSTRIA, 
BELGIUM, 
BOMBAY, CUBA, 
BENGAL, DENMARK, 
BRAZIL, E. INDIES, 
CALCUTTA, EGYPT, 
In Fine Arts, Italy, France, 


FRANCE, 


COLUMBIA, 
COREA, 


ITALY, 


CITY OF PARIS, GERMANY, 
GUATEMALA, 
GREECE, 
HAWAII. 
HOLLAND, 
IRELAND, 


The following Nations will be represented: 
ENGLAND, 


JAPAN, 
MEXICO, 
NORWAY, 
PERSIA, 
PERU, 
PORTUGAL, 
RUSSIA, 
SCOTLAND. 


SIAM, 

SPAIN, 

SWEDEN, 

SWITZERLAND, 
TUNIS, 

TURKEY 

VENEZUELA, 

WALES. 


Belgium and Germany stand pre-eminent, and special attention is invited 
to the magnificent collection of Paintings and Statuary on exhibition. 


One of the Rajahs—Tagore, of Cal- 


cutta--makes a special exhibit of a collection of the curious musical instruments used in the East Indies. 


Visitors will be entertained during the Exhibition by the music of the Hungarian Band, 
Gipsy Orchestra, and other foreign music. 


Band, Tyrolean Quartette, 


the Canadian 


The Admittance Fee will be Fifty Cents, and there can be no question but that visitors will feel so 
thoroughly satisfied with their experience that they will repeat their visit many times. 
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WITH 


FIVE DOLLARS 


YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 
Imperial Austrian Vienna City 


GOVERNMENT BOND, 


Which Bonds are issued and secured by the Gove rnment, and 
are redeemed in drawings FOUR TIMES ANNUALLY, 
Until each and every Bond is drawn with a large é hong smaller 
premium, Every Bond must draw a prize, 
THERE ARE NO BLANKS, 


THE THREE HIGHEST PRIZES AMOUNT TO 


200,000 FLORINS, 
50,000 FLORINS, 
30,000 FLORINS, 


And Bonds not drawing one of the above etee s must draw a pre 
mium of not less than 130 FLORINS. 
The next drawing takes ple we on the 
ist of October, 1883, 
And every Bond bought of us on or before the Ist of October is 
enjitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on 
that date. {#~Out-of-town orders, sent in_ Registered Letters, 
and enclosing #5, will secure one of these Bonds for the next 
drawing For orders, circulars, or any other information, ad 


dres 
INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 
207 Broadway, cor. Fulton st., N. Y. City. 
ESTABLISHED IN 1874. 

t#-The above Government Bonds are not to becompared with 
any Lottery whatseever, and do not conflict with any of the 
laws of the United States. 

N. B.—In writing, please say that you saw this in THE JUDGE. 


BEHNING 


FIRST CLASS 
Grand Square & Upright 


PIANOS. 
Warerooms : 16 B. 14th St. & 129 E. 125th St. 


Factory, N. E. corner 124th st. and ist ave., New York. 


PERFECTION 
MAGIC LANTERNS 


AND VIEWS ON ALL SUBJECTS. 
STEREOPTICON EXHIBITIONS 
TO ORDER—TERMS MODERATE, 

On Lawns, in Parlors, Churches, Fairs, etc. 


Electric Stereopticon Advertising Co., 
185 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. 
JAKOBI & HART, Proprictors. 


Buy the Best. 
HE only practical Fountain Pen ever invented is the LAN- 
CASTER GOVERNMENT, combining the advantages of each 
a yn’s handwriiing. Cleanliness—no leakage. Alwaysready. 
Vill last for years. Fitted with Gold Pen 
THE LANCASTER FOUNTAIN PEN CO., 
839 Broadway, New York. 
All kinds of Fountain and Stylographic Pens retailed, repair- 
ed and exchange, {#@~ The A. T. Cross Business Pencil only 25 
cents by mail 


AGENTS CAN NOW GRASP A FORTUNE. 
Out “t worth @1@free. Address 
E. G. RIDEOUT & CO., 10 Barclay st., N. 


RUPTURE 


REI Jove ood CURED without the injury Trusses pti 

Dr. J. RMAN’S method. Office, 251 Broadway, New York, 
His box oh — ith yhotographic likenesses of bad cases, before and 
after cure, mailed for 10 cents. 





GOD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 
BAKER'S 


Breakfast Cocoa. 


War anted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has beer removed. I. has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch. Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more economi- 
cal. It is delicious, nourishing, 
strengthenin<. easily digested, and 
admirably adapted for invalids as 
well as for persons in health. 


Sold by Grocer rs everywhere. 


VW, BAKER & C0., Dor. oster, Mass. 


A CARD 


To all suffering from the errors and in: iscretions of youth, ner 
vous weakness, early decay, loss of manwood, &c., I will send 
recipe that will cure, FREE OF CHARGE. This great reme: y 
was (diseovered by a missionary in Sout America. Send se 
addressed envelope to Rev. JOSEPH sNMAN, Station D, N. \ 








THE JUDGE. 


Stretchy Religion. 


AN old couple, man and wife, 
the wharves a day or two ago, hunting for 
wn up-shore boat. und the woman explained 
to a steamboat agent: 

‘It’s a very stormy season, and we expect 
to be seasick, and we'd ruther go on a boat 
where the captain Ini religious man.” 

‘Well, that’s all right.” he replied. 
‘We've got one very religious captain on 
our line, and his boat soils to-night.” 

** Can we fo down and see him?” 

“Oh, ves. Keep down the street until 
you see the boat.” 

The couple walked on, and finally boarded 
the steamer. The captain and all hands 
were busy with the cargo, 
walked up to him, 


e 


were doing 


and the woman said: 
Capting, you have been recommended to 
us us a religious man.” 

The — I have,” he promptly growled. 

They looked at each other with conster- 
nation depicted on their faces, and then the 
old man said: 

‘*Capting, what church do you belong 
” sa 

‘* See here,” roared the official, ‘* if you’ve 
come to bleed me for some charity, or want 
me to sign a petition, or expect this boat to 
carry a lot of deadheads up the lake, I won’t 
fr! it. Whatdo vou want? Out with it, 
now, and no infernal chawing around. I’m 
blanked if Iain’t bothered by more dashed 
lunatics than any other man on the dashed 
lakes.” 

Man and wife retired to consult, and 
after getting ten feet away, the woman 
said: 

‘** Henry, he’s not a religious man.” 

“Well, I dunno.” 

‘** But he swears like a pirate.” 

‘*Yes, Maria; but you see this is out 
West. We don’t swear and belong to the 
church too, up in New Hampshire, but 
they may do differently out here. He swears, 
but he looks like a man to depend upon in 
a storm.” 

** Shan’t we look for another?” 

**T guess not, Maria. I guess the religions 
out here in Michigan are kind o’ stretchy, 
and they allow swearing on steamboats and 
around the depots. We'll go by this boat, 
and if he don’t swear any worse than he did 
to us, mebbe Providence will let him squeeze 
through on the trip, and sink him when he 
comes down.”’—Detroit Free Fress. 


A LITTLE daughter of severely orthodox 
parents had an idea that heaven was a pretty 
*,aight-laced sort of a place, and the other 
d-.y accosted her mother as follows: ‘‘Mamma, 
wnen I die and go to heaven, don’t you sup- 
pose they'll let me go down to hell on Satur- 
day afternoons to play.” —Boston Times. 


t 


AN exchange speaks of a man who “ is 
but one step removed from an ass.”’ He’d 
better make it three or four. The animal 
has a long reach backward.—.Va/den (Mass. ) 
News. 


THE ,importanc e of all this talk about Mr. 
Tilden’s health turns on the question whe- 
ther he will have strength enough to decline 
a nomination next year.—Pittshburg Dis- 
patch. 
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but the old folks | 


United 
States 
Mutual 
ACCIDENT 


Association, 
$20 Broadway, 
N.Y 





$5000 Accident Insurance. $25 Weekly Indemni- 
ty. Membership Fee, $4. Annual cost about $11 “$10,000 insur 
ance, with $3) Weekly Indemnity, at corresponding rates. 
Write or call for Circular and Application Blanks. 
European Permits without extra charge. 
CHAS. B. PEET, (of Rogers, Peet & Co.), President. 
JAS. R. PITCHER, Secretary. 


$20 and 322 Broadway, New York. 
TT. Ss. SELLeEV , 
Manufacturer of DESKS, 
No. 111 Fulton St., New York. 


FINE CYLINDER AND ROLL DESKS. 


. BACHMAN & SON, 
DIAMONDS AND FINE JEWELRY, 
3 Maiden Lane, N, Y. 


Read’s 3-minute Headache and Neuralgia Cus never Fails. 
ent by mail on receipt of ¥ 
W. H. RE AD, Baltimore and nnd Lignt it Sts, “Baltimore, Md. 









“HOW TO WIN AT CARDS, DICE, && 
ASU RET HiNS! Sent Free 
to A manufacture and 
keep Se aatiyon handevery article 
known to the Sporting Fraternity, 
and used by them to WIN with in 
games ofchance Send for my tam- 
mothctreular. Address, oreallin 


n pe 
gon, SUYDaM, 46 & 67 Nassau St. New York City. 


THE COLLENDER BILLIARD AND POOL TABLES. 








MBINING the greatest accuracy with durability. All fur- 
J nished with the ce ale! = ed c OMBINATION CUSHIONS, war- 
rented for a & yea END FOR C ool E. 
THE W. "“COLLENDE R COMPANY, 
768 Pa, . »w York. 41 Tremont St., Boston. 
15 South Fifth s at, St. Louis. 113 South 9th St:, Philadelphia. 
84 and 86 State , Chicago. 367 W. Baltimore St., Baltimore, 


30 DAYS’ TRIAL FREE. 


Ve send free, on THIRTY days’ trial, Dr. Dye’s Electro-Vol- 
taic Belts and ee a a. lectric Appliance es TO MEN suffering 
from Nervous o Debit + leoet Vitality and kindred troubles.— 
Also. o RHE Tish, VER and KIDNEY TROUBLES, and 
MANY OTHE R DISE. ASHES. Speedy cures gnaranteed. M[lustra- 
ted “Ms. free. Address 

VOLTAIC BELT CO., Marshall, Mich. 


“TWHOLESOME CURATIVE. 


NEEDED IN 


Every Family. 


AN ELEGANT AND RE- 
FRESHING FRUIT LOZ- 
ENGE for Constipation, 
Diliousness — 
Indisposition, 
c-rSUPERIOR Toe PILLS 
— other system 
gulatin medicines. 
HE DOSE IS SMALL, 
THE ACTION PROMPT, 
THETASTE DELICIOU & 
Ladies and children 
like it. 
Price, 25 cents. Large boxes, 50 cents. 
SOLD By ALL DRUGGISTS. 







‘ s bs ‘- 
Columbia Bicycle 
Is what every Boy wants, and what every 
Man ought to have 
Send 3-cent stamp for new, elegantly illustra 
ted 36-page Catalogue and Price List 
THE POPE MANUFACTURING (C0., 

626 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 

New York Riding School, Mth st., near 3d av 
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